to dying young, I presume. (He picks up book,)
What's this. Swinburne, eh ? You admire Swin-
burne, I suppose ?

WOODLEY : Yes, sir,

SIMMONS : Nauseous stuff, but they all do at

your age. It's a form of intellectual measles, but
you will grow out of It.

LAURA : Frank, I must go.

SIMMONS : Tin coming. All the same a little more

time on the Binomial Theorem wouldn't
exactly do you any hann3 Woodley. Not quite
so enthralling as Mr. Swinburne's lilies and
languors,, perhaps, but a good deal healthier,
I can assure you. You'll tell Ainger I want to
see him ?

LAURA (takes WOODLEY'S MS. from chair) i Ohs
I'm forgetting these.

SIMMONS : What have you got there ?

LAURA : Only some recipes Mrs. RatclifFe lent

me. Good-bye.

[She goes, with SIMMONS. WOODLEY stays where
he iS) thinking. Picks up Swinburne, opens and gently

reads aloud.

WOODLEY : " Eyes coloured like a water-flower
And deeper than the green sea's glass ..."

[Shuts book> shakes himself, and opens history. His
mind wanders. Finally he slams the history together
and hurls it into a corner.
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